Palmer and Harris did what they could to make
them forget their forlorn condition. They never
went out except under cover of night? when they
used to walk up and down the narrow pavement
outside their door in spite of the stench from a drain
on the opposite side. Mrs Poleharnpton took a strange
pleasure in walking there alone on starlight nights,
listening to the bullets flying overhead, and longing
sometimes for the summons to join her husband.
The monotony was only broken by the enemy's
assaults. For ]Mrs Polehamptoii there was something
grand and exciting in the night attacks when the
firing was at its height. The women used to jump
out of bed, run onto the verandah, and stay there
listening until, sometimes, they were driven back to
shelter by bullets which struck the ground beside
their feet or the wall above their heads.
One Sunday when Harris was holding a service at
Fayrer's house, a member of the local garrison burst
into the room during the prayers, shouting: 'Holy
jabers: boys, the devils are firing cook-houses at us!'
There was a great commotion, and the intruder was
most upset, having forgotten what day it was and
rushed in on the impulse. The missile that had so
appalled him was a huge block of wood, which had
come swinging through the air with a loud whirring
noise and landed inside the entrenchment. The
enemy frequjently used these wooden shot, which
were sometimes bound with iron hoops $ they were
thrown to a great height and were heavy enough to
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